THE GREAT DROUGHT

ONCE upon a time the land of the Angas was sorely
afflicted by drought. The earth-goddess suffered
greatly, and her anguish was shared by all living
creatures ; the soil was too feeble to bring forth
fruit or grass, so that the animals died, and men grew
pale from hunger. The king of the Angas prayed
earnestly for relief, and when no answer came to his
prayers he flung himself in despair upon the ground,
and cried to the god Vishnu, whose presence penetrates
all things: " Life is too sorrowful; let me die.
My heart is so full of pity for my people, whose
sunken eyes gaze upon me as upon the face of their
father. How can I endure this agony of vain suppli-
cation and live ? All their sufferings seem to gather
within my own breast. The weight of their misery
bows me to the earth. If there be no help for me,
call me back to the bosom of the gods whence I
came/9

Having made this most earnest supplication, the
king rose from his knees and summoned his ministers
and courtiers to meet all the Brahmans and holy men
of the kingdom in a solemn council. When they
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